NOBLE ESSENCES
for the more innocent of county families, and other persons
more sophisticated. The food was good and the place was not
noisy: indeed the proprietor, who hailed from the confines of
the old Austrian Empire, made rather a point of its quietness.
We were still in the light-headed, if full-bodied, heyday of
Edwardian hedonism, and at the apogee of restaurant music
(upon which I have long intended to write an essay, but with
which I must deal here and more briefly). In a thousand
luxurious restaurants, towards the end of the meal, the strains
of Sole Mio and of kindred songs, and of Le Chant Hindou from
Zadko, would insinuate above the Ptches Melba a kind of glad
sorrow, following on satiety and over-abundance, a nostalgic
resignation, an admission that, though it was nice to be com-
fortable and rich, yet the herds assembled round the troughs
felt a romantic yearning for wilder fields, for pastures that, if
not new, would at least be different, for gypsy ways of life
under palms, in groves of orange and almond, in the ideal
climate of the more tender and tense moments of musical
comedy. There were also from Vienna the drinking-songs,
and the more robustly sentimental waltzes, which arrived,
fresh every few months, from the pens of Lehar, Leo Fall or
Oscar Straus: while before long the plaintive repetition,
rather like a plover's call, of the Volga Boat Song and the simple,
melodious archness, dressed d la Pompadour, of In the Shadows
would be added to the repertory. But the proprietor of our
hotel did not wish, I suppose, to go to the expense of providing
a band for luncheon and dinner, and so deprived us of these
delights. Instead, he countered with romantic stuff of another
kind, for he issued a small pamphlet about the hotel, containing
a printed picture of the dining-room, infinitely exaggerated in
size, so that compared with reality it became like one of the
enormous models of insects in the Natural History Museum
when contrasted with the original, and carrying underneath it
one sentence of such magical lilt that it still lingers in the
recesses of my mind, wherefrom many famous poems I learnt
at that time have totally vanished: " Here no blatant band-
strains mar the hum of well-bred voices ".
My father, as the reader of other volumes of this work will
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